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[am alone 


Tim Kline . ce a we Niet 


| am alone and ignored — 

lam hated and scorned” 
| am adrift in this nothingness 
That is called a life 

In the darkness 

Through all pain and strife 
Take the blade 

Of the knife 

And find peace 

Among the afterlife 

| am alone 

Surrounded by strangers 
People pass on by 

As | wither and die 

Bleeding from the soul 

That cannot be mended 

But one light shines in the 
darkness 

And clears the fog 

Fills the void 

For without that 

| would have died 

She came in 

And saved my life 

Took the blade from my hands 
And changed all my deadly plans 
Now | see like never before 

| look back at my past 

And walk out the door 

The future with her 

Is filled with light 

She took that blade 

And saved my life 
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You want to find a little control 

A little sense in the madness 

An anchor in the shifting waves 

Yet your control is now controlling you 
An addiction, controlling addiction 

If only you were addicted to something 
good 

You are bound to your anchor 

And it’s drowning you 
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Look for an exit 
Are you desperate? 
Maybe you should let go 
Let go of your control 
Freedom is just out of reach 
Maybe you should let go 
Of your little control 
The madness only thickened 
With your new found addiction 
Get rid of the anchor 
And maybe you’ll find 
a little 
sense 
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Mindy McDonald 


It has been my experience that all one 
needs to do to be esteemed wise is to say 
the profound, and that all one needs to do to 
say the profound is to take a simple everyday 
truth and make it beautiful. Poetry is key. 
Unfortunately, it has somehow come to be 
that in today’s world poetry has come to have 
something of a bad “rep” - something to be 
scoffed at. Droves of people will turn out to 
hear the latest anecdotes of Dr. Phil or their 
favorite news anchor, but Emerson...Frost... 
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Dickenson? Who would consider such a thing? 
Psychologists and motivational speakers have 
sadly taken the place of the great poets and 
philosophers. We are given advice all the time 
but seldom do we ever take the time to sit 
back, to think, or just to smell the flowers. You 
may call me bold, old fashioned or just out of 


touch with today’s world (all of which may very 


well be true). You may point me to modern 
poets or chat rooms that harbor people such 
as myself. Yet | propose hat some truth may 
be found here. That poetry may be of more 
value than it is given credit for having, and 
that it can be found in more places than we 
realize. 

How would one define poetry? If one is 
to place a value on poetry one must first 
understand what it is. Random House College 
Dictionary defines it thus: literary work in 
material form: verse. But could that really 
be poetry? The very word seems to imply 
something loftier than that. Something that is 
both beautiful and surreal. How could we just 
call ‘series of material verse’ poetry? Poetry 
must be something more for a poet to think 
it worth their while. Moreover — who is the 
poet? Is he or she a creator of literary work, 
an observer of the human race, a thinker...an 
artist? Yes, the poet is all of these things. The 
poet is someone who can take him/herself 
away from the world and apply him/herself to 
it. The poet is a person that digs deep inside 
of him/herself and pulls out the most universal 
truths. The poet is something that can take 
harsh reality and makes it appear mere 
fantasy. 

One cannot define poetry no more than one 
could place a value on it. Poetry is a loose 
idea. It is a vague concept that can be pulled 
and stretched as each sees fit - so as to 
tailor’s to the needs of the individual. Yet in 
all its flexibility there is maintained a certain 
sanctity. No one (save a select few such as 
myself) asks what poetry is. It simply is. There 
is no questioning its place in great literature. It 
simply belongs. Even amongst those who claim 
to despise poetry, many will still revere its 
honorable position. 

Now if poetry is to be something of value 
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— are we to lock it away? Put it in little leather- © yx 
bound books placed on old dusty shelves for eahcat 


future generations to find? Of course not. Samantha Dangler 

Poetry is a part of who we are and who we ae 

want to be. We should exalt its beauty and | was just beginning to bud. 

proclaim its truths. To deny such an exposure Everyone tried to help me grow, 

is to confine oneself to the mundane and the So they could see the beauty bloom, 

ordinary. We place values on education, but So that they never saw my thorns. 

there is scarce a teacher who would confine Those thorns inmy stem, 

learning to a series of numbers and markings Only those who touched this life knew of them. 
on a page. We speak of going above and Some hoped for red passion, 

beyond as if it is a commodity to be reached. | S0Me hoped for white purity, 


Such a notion does have its attraction but this 4d some yellow friendship. 
simply is not true. It is not a commodity to be But! never knew my true colors. 


obtained, but rather to be savored. | probably never will. 
All those who awaited my bloom, 


Will never see it in beauty, 
Only the dried remembrance of a beautiful life. 


We are given advice all Rido 
the time but seldom do eo ewalk K 
we ever take the time to 
sit back, to think, or just 
to smell the flowers. 


Poetry has not been lost. It has been molded 
and changed to fit the times. The politician, 
the motivational speaker, the religious leader 
does not say what he or she wishes to say and 
leave it at that. He or she uses well-selected 
words and careful description to please the 
ears and hearts of the listeners. It is his or 
her goal to take them away from reality and 
present them with a sense of idealism. Scarcely 
a soul goes by a day without listening to the 
beautiful melodies and poetry found in the 
lyrics of music. Poetry is not the stuff of cheap 
dates, but the essence of life. It is emotion and 
it is fascination. It is realism and it is idealism. 
It is what it is and nothing more. It is nothing 
less. Its purpose and its impact extends far 
beyond that. 
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Enougn 


Mindy McDonald 


| am young enough to want to save the world 


Thoughtful enough to doubt | can 
Hopeful enough to think it can be done 

Ignorant enough to not know what to do 
Innocent enough to try 


Weak enough to fail 
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Lingering Secrets 


Samantha Dangler 


| keep thinking of you 

Everyday | want to be closer, 

Very close, love close. 

To be in your arms and mind, 
Never to be let go. 

I’m longing for your touch. 
Everyday praying, in my secrets 
God only knows how | feel. 

My thoughts go back to you, 

All the time never out of my mind, 
Until | sleep. 

And even then it’s hard keeping you out. 
Lingering thoughts lasting all night. 
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Elizabeth Ward 


This feeling surrounds me. 
It engulfs me like a raging fire ready to explode from me. 
The feelings are trying to escape, circulating from my fingers to my toes. 
| don’t know how deep it goes. 
It’s controlling me, urging me to let it go, 
To fly with it and die with it, 
It just wants me to let you know. 
But | am scared of this feeling that flows deeply with so much meaning, but | can’t hold it any 
longer, for it won’t let me swallow, it’s surrounding me making me set it free. 
| love you. 
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aie Russell 


| didn’t even want to go, 

| was dragged into this show 

But something began to linger... 

Something made me wonder... 

Something made me go see her. 

And there she is, 

Doing her pirouettes and pliés... 

Her palace...her throne...the stage... 

As | examine my angel in her bliss, 

| feel | am the only patron who sees 

Those tiny, venomous strings 

That jerk and wrench her body 

Into twists and turns and leaps. 

| see those vile and putrid ropes 

That seem to lead to naught, 

But | see you, Puppet master 

Laughing maniacally, as my angel begins to rot. 
But she still has to do her pirouettes and pliés 
Her demon master...controlling her...across the 
stage... 


This is a disaster! Outrage! 

No one deserves a tormented soul! 

But right as | begin to detest, 

Seething, waiting to rampage, 

My angel looks at me, 

My angel’s eyes begin to leak and stream... 
What is she planning? What is she thinking? 
What is she doing?... 

She then nods to me, 

Her lips widen from ear to ear 

She finally has no fear. 

She gallops... she leaps... she’s free... 

She is no longer bound to the stage, 

My angel’s wings have finally spread, 

As she smiles down on me... 

As she does her pirouettes and pliés... 

The stars...the sky... are now her stage. 


Upper Slopes 


Ryan Hake 
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| am a flower 


You crush me with your foot 


lama tree 


You cut through me 
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| am the clouds 


You turn me dark 


| am the sun 


You enjoy night 


lam me 


And your love flows for an eternity 
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It’s Over Now 


Alexandria Huard 


Pain and prosperity 

A lifeless account 

Foreseen by many 

And yet forgotten by all 

Neither you nor | 

Will ever understand its powers 

Like cohesion upon a surface 

Or the flow of blood 

Never forget what you have 

Keep it locked away 

Don’t hide from your fears 

Face them...overcome the impossible 
From the beat of your heart 

To the clock ticking on the wall 

As the tempo grows faster and faster 
You watch your life pass you by 
Let it go, it’s over now 

You’ve done all you can... 
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Devon D Cooper 


Not one baby is born with knowledge, or knows what to expect 
But as | grew and did wrong this lady put me in check 
She introduced me to things | couldn’t comprehend but now | understand 
She was there when a child was in need 
She supplies a band-aid when that child bleeds 
So they shed tears together forming a bond 
The boy prays to God every night saying Lord, thanks for my mom 
Now four children all together, raised them on her own 
Receiving no child support or financial aid 
Working hard to be paid 
The strength God blesses people with is to over shadow the pains 
My mom has rolled through the storms of the night and made it through 
With God on the handle bars and her children on the pegs of her bike 
Millions of memories 
My mom is the queen 
My sisters are the princesses 
God is the king 
With so much that we’ve done 
| have so much more to say 
But | love my mom so much 
Happy mother’s day 
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Foursquare and Seven 
Years Ago 


Eric Francisco 


During the hot summers in Muncie, Indiana, 
| belonged to the Catalina Swim Club. At that 
pool, | played with my friends, | swam on the 
swim team, | ate nachos and snow cones, 
and | slept on a beach chair during the long 
afternoons. | did everything short of going to 
church at that pool. The Catalina Swim Club 
brings back countless fond memories to me, 
but one that sticks above the 
rest was when | became the 
foursquare king. 

It was late in the summer; | 
had spent the day swimming, 
as usual. The mornings 
consisted of swim team 
for several hours, while the 
afternoon consisted of just 
swimming. | was quite tired 
of swimming for the day, my 
fingers and toes had pruned, 
my eyes stung, and | smelled 
strongly of chlorine. | decided 
to head to the shack for a 
bite to eat. The shack was 
a tiny blue wooden shed 
behind the pool, surrounded 
by tables with large blue and 
white umbrellas. After filling 
my stomach with the delicious 
delicacies from the small food 
hut, | headed over to the open 
concrete court right next to 
the shack for a game many 
kids across America remember 
fondly as foursquare. 

For those unfamiliar, 
foursquare is a mix between 
ping-pong and volleyball. A 
standard schoolyard dodge ball 
is used and the object is to 


Hope 
Francisco Ramirez 
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move up from D square, into A square. Moving 
up is as easy as hitting the ball in someone 
else’s square so they can’t hit it back. To 
make the game interesting, the high king of 
foursquare, who resides in A square, makes up 
a list of rules while he is in power. These rules 
consist of the legal techniques of the game. 
These can range from terms like “7-Up” to the 
infamous “Cherry Bomb”. Needless to say, the 
game of foursquare was, and quite likely still is, 
taken very seriously at Catalina. 

At the time this story took place, | was a 
scrawny young boy of eight or nine. Though 


| was young, | was in quite good physical 
condition at the time thanks to swim team. 

| still look at pictures and wonder where my 
six-pack of abs disappeared. When it came to 
foursquare, | was no pushover. My technique 


was smooth and controlled; | could aim the ball 


as an archer could aim his arrow. So there | 
was, armed with only my swim trunks, 
and tan, dripping wet from having 
just come from the pool, and hungry 
no longer for nachos, but for square, 
foursquare that is. 

| stepped up to the 
line of kids waiting 
eagerly to join the 
game, and quickly 
noticed something 
wasn’t quite right. 
The A and B squares 
were not filled with 
my schoolyard peers, 
but rather giants had 
taken their place. 
These behemoths 
towered over us, 
arms like that of an 
orangutans, faces 
smeared with pimples 
from newfound 
puberty. These 
beasts were not of 
our kind; they were 
middleschoolers! 
How could this 
have happened? 
Generally confined 
to the basketball 
and volleyball courts, 
these creatures had escaped and were preying 
on us, the tiny helpless elementary children! 

The ogres were relentless. Victim after 
victim fell to their merciless monopoly of our 
precious game. The line grew shorter and 
shorter as each new offering was sacrificed to 
the inexorable tyrants of the foursquare court. 
Soon enough | was at the front of the line, as 
| stepped over the line into the court, | felt as 
though | were stepping off a cliff. 

So there | was, in the lion’s den, the king 
of the foursquare called out the rules, and 
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passed the ball out to his crony in B square. 
His partner gently passed the ball back to 
him, setting him up for an easy kill. With a 
swift underhand slice, the king sent the ball 
flying in my direction. | knew passing the ball 
back to him would be suicide, so | tried my 
luck with my opponent to the left of me, C 
square. | slammed it in his direction 
and he returned fire, hitting it back 
even harder. We volleyed it back 
and forth; each time the ball grew 
gradually faster. With 
my adversary pinned 
to the back of his 
square, | had an idea. 
After his next strike, 
| hit the ball as lightly 
as | could, he lunged 
forward, but it was 
too late, he wasn’t 
able to hit it in time. 
With one foe 
out of the way, the 
crowd of spectators 
around the court 
now grew, as did 
their interest for 
the game. The king, 
eager to exile me 
from his court, gave 
the ball to his black 
knight in B square, 
and quickly yelled out- 
“Death Rally, B and 
C!” The crowd yelled 
uncontrollably. A 
death rally meant two 
squares go at it, back 
and forth, until one gets the other out. The 
king’s henchman in B looked ecstatic, | looked 
like a deer staring into a set of headlights. The 
volleys began; we started out simple, as if we 
were just trying to warm up. As the footwork, 
bounces, and slaps escalated, | noticed 
something strange going on. The crowd had 
been loud, but now they were being loud for 
me. They were cheering for me; | was the 
underdog who had no chance of winning. 


(continued on page 16) 
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(story continued from page 15) 


With the crowd’s support, | felt both courage 
and pressure. It was relieving to know they 
were on my side, but the pressure was nerve 
racking. As | was thinking about this pressure, 
my opponent slammed the ball into my square, 
losing his balance in the process. Knowing my 
chance had finally come; | carefully knocked 
the ball into the corner of his box, where he 
had no chance of returning it. 

The crowd went berserk. | felt like David, 
having conquered the mighty Goliath. The 
other kids rushed the court, most of them 
several years older than |. They all gathered 
around me and congratulated me and gave 
me high fives, | felt so proud of myself. When 
| look back on it, however, | can see now that 
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they were making fun of the middleschooler 
being beaten quite a bit more than they were 
cheering for me, but at the time, it was the 
most recognition | had ever gotten from my 
peers. 

| learned that evening that respect and 
admiration can be a very powerful motivator, 
and can cause a person to achieve more than 
they could on their own. | know this is true 
because while many memories of the Catalina 
Swim club have become foggy and hazy, | still 
remember the night | became the foursquare 
champion as clear as crystal. Ever since that 
day, | have always strived for recognition from 
a crowd, whether it be while playing a solo in 
Jazz Band, or striving to improve academically. 
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Happily Ever After 


Adrienne Bogard 


She is beautiful. Absolutely beautiful. 
Maybe not stereotypically beautiful or 
anything, but | think she is beautiful. On the 
inside and on the out. That’s why | love her. 

Cordelia comes down the staircase leading 
to the girls’ dorms and sits down on the sofa. 
She doesn’t even notice me lurking in the 
shadows of my own staircase. | watch her. 
She sits quietly upon the sofa, her legs crossed 
beneath her, her eyes on a book. That is my 
Cordelia. 

| don’t move from my hiding place as | 
watch her. She is engrossed in the novel lying 
in her lap, so engrossed that | can see her 
emotions shine through as she reads the book. 
Happiness. Sadness. Shock. Amusement. 
Love. 

Love. How can such a simple word describe 
such a tremendous feeling? Four letters. 
That’s all. Who decided it should be so short, 
so uncomplicated? Maybe they didn’t know 
what it meant. What being in love meant. 
The way your heart beats faster when she’s 
around, the way you want to melt when she 
smiles at you or laughs at your jokes. The 
way your thoughts are so monopolized by the 
thought of her you can hardly stand it. 

Cordelia turns the page of her book. She 
quietly gasps and | watch as her eyes become 
covered with a diaphanous film of tears. | 
don’t want to watch her cry. | want to get off 
of the staircase and hold her, keep her safe. 
Be there for her every time she cries. Even if 
it is about something in a book. 

She wipes her eyes and only allows herself 
to cry for a few moments. She then becomes 
immersed again in the book. Her brown 
tresses cover her face as she leans downward, 
closer to the book. She still looks beautiful. 
She always has. 

| close my eyes briefly and remember. | 
remember a time years ago, when | first saw 
her in the class. | had never seen anyone like 
her before. | thought she was pretty in her 
own way, though. And then she spoke. And | 
knew, even though | was eleven, that she had 
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a mind of her own, a sort of wild and fierce 
independence that | myself lacked. She had 
the ability to be ridiculed and hated yet not 
care ad still be herself and go on with her life. 

So | tested her. | started up the ridiculing, 
| started up the teasing. And | watched her 
cry. | had made her cry, had made her do what 
| had thought someone like her never would. 
And it made me sad. It was at that moment 
| decided | would stop the teasing, stop the 
ridiculing, stop being a pain. It was at that 
moment | decided | loved her. 

| reopen my eyes and watch her again. She 
is still reading the book, as quiet as ever. As 
stunning as ever. 

| could walk over to her and in a flash tell 
her | love her. Tell her how much | adore her 
and how | want her for the rest of my life. 

But | can’t. | just can’t. It’s too hard, it’s 
too scary. There’s the change that she could 
laugh in my face that keeps my firmly on the 
staircase. The chance that she could reject 
me. Rejection. | fear it. | think | fear it more 
than anything else. 

How can | live with this secret burning inside 
of me, this secret that tears at my heart and 
my soul, begging to be released? | could lose 
the opportunity, lose the moment. Someone 
else might come and be less afraid than | and 
profess their love to her. And she could take 
it and live happily ever after while | lie alone in 
bed at night, wondering how | could ever have 
let her go. 

Face your fears. Isn’t that what they say? 
Face your fears. Then you'll get stronger. You 
won't be afraid anymore. 


Face your fears. 

Just stand up and Say it. 

Face your fears. 

It’s only three words. 

Face your fears. 

Time stands still. | don’t move. She doesn’t 
move. Just reads that book. 

The staircase is empty now. She smiles at me. 
This is it. Face your fears, Liam. 


And live happily ever after. 
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Oh life, how your hands prevent me from living 

For the desire to live, keeps me from seeing the best of you 
Your tight grip controls me 

No freedom for air is allowed 

The watch on your wrist is my only master 

And when it strikes the final hour, | die never being born again 


But death, you make me thrive 

For fear of you, pushes me to seek life 

You lay your hands open for me to crawl about 
And to dance on the watch on your wrist 


But when it strikes the final hour, | die having truly lived 
Erendrake007 


Everything That 
Burns Inside You 


Ryan Emrick 
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Untouched 


Kara Foland 


This Earth where we lay 
Those who we love 

After they’ve gone far away 
To see from above 

Should be trampled by feet 
That is heavy with grief 

For the lives that were lost 
Death too hard to defeat. 
But the grass grows fertile 


The snow stays untouched 


No grass or snow should there be 


For we miss them so much 


It is sad to look out 

At the lives that have passed 
And the snow that lays still 
And the brilliant green grass 


But we must always remember 


That although there aren’t marks 
Doesn’t mean we don’t miss them 
For they’re carried in our hearts 
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Now that Youre Gone 
Alexandria Huard 


| miss you mom 

All the times we shared 

Your laugh your smile 

The way you always cared 
When | was sick you held me 
high 

When | got into trouble you told 
me why 

Now that you’re gone 

| don’t know what to do 

| don’t know what to think 

Or even how to find you 

| wish there was some way 

| could tell you one more time 
Just how much | love you 
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Mindy McDonald 


We are all but prisoners of our 
humanity 

Peering through bars of long 
forgotten dreams 

Trapped within walls of self- 
doubt 

Confined by chains of fear 


The Foundation of Ballet 


Overwhelmed with emotion we lie there Matt Voght 
Tormented by selfish desire 

Pained by memories past 

Scared of a future unseen 


Compelled by hope we dare to go on 
To continue with life 

To dream again and above all 

Give ourselves another chance 


Limitations will always be there 
Some wounds never really go away 
The past will always be with us 

But then again - so will hope 
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For Van 


Abbey Failor 


Let me turn a listening ear. 

Let me wipe that frustrating tear. 

Talk to me when you’re feeling stressed. 
Tell me when I’m being a pest. 

Let me know what you’re going through. 


| love—| care—\’m here for you. 


When it seems people just don’t care, 
When your heartache’s too much to bear, 
When life’s not turning out quite right, 
When every day seems like a fight, 


Let me know what you are going through. 


| love—I care—l’m here for you. 


When you’re angry, upset, have doubt, 
When you feel you’re out for the count, 
Let me carry you when you’re down, 
Encourage a smile when you frown. 


Let me know what you are going through. 


| love—l care—l’m here for you. 


Kevin Leigh Manuell 
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With a muted crack the bullet left the 
barrel, to end its flight in the tree next to the 
apparently sleeping man’s ear. He didn’t flinch. 

The owner of the gun cursed under his 
breath as he aimed for a second time, even 
though a slight twinge of unease rippled 
through him at the lack of reaction. Not that 
he cared. 

The gun fired a second time, but again 
the bullet never reached its intended target, 
because this time, he moved. It was less of a 
move than a blur, as he rolled away, up, and 
sometime in the dazzling display drew his own 
gun, a pistol that packed a deceptively large 
punch. With all due respect to his skill, the 
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sniper never stood a chance. The pistol “slug” 
exploded on the branch supporting him, close 
to the trunk, and he fell, ironically landing close 
to the same position as his former target. The 
pistol wielder kept his weapon obviously 
pointed at his assailant, and said, “How’d you 
miss the first time?” as he helped the sniper 
up. 
“Well, let’s see here. For one, | have never 
had the opportunity to shoot at you, so I’m 
sure it was a little nerves. For two, you’re 
the...how can | put it? Scariest fighter 

ever? Yeah, that sounds about right,” the 
sniper replied. 

“Oh really? And just who did you hear that 
from?” 

“No one in particular. Just, you know, word 
on the street.” 

The pistol wielder thought for a 
minute. “Huh. That is absolute news to 
me. Why am | always the last to know this sort 
of thing?” 

“Maybe you should try listening?” 

“Hah,” he muttered as they both 
disconnected their neural links from the 
training module. 

“Training match complete. Winner: Calvin,” a 
cool female voice came from the speakers. 

Then, less quietly, came a less pleasant 
voice, “Chibbel! William Chibbel, what by all the 
gold of the empire were you thinking when you 
didn’t move after the first shot missed!” 

“Gunny doesn’t sound terribly happy with 
your performance, there, Will,” Calvin told his 
friend. 

“When is he ever?” Will replied. “And why is 
it always me he complains about?” 

“Well, you could try to win occasionally. | 
think that helps.” 

Meanwhile, gunnery sergeant Kilrae 
continued his tirade about William’s 
performance, or lack there of. “You mangy son 
of a Scarg! You are worthless! Worthless, do 
you hear me? | have no idea why you joined 
the Marines!” 

“You know, you’re insulting your mother too 
when you call her a Scarg, bro,” Will called up 
to Kilrae. 

Calvin couldn’t hold back a snort of laughter. 
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“Oho, you think that’s funny, do you? I'll 
come down there and show you both how to 
do it if you don’t respect your senior officer!” 
Kilrae roared down to Calvin. 

“You can’t pull that on me anymore. 
Remember the promotion to master sergeant 
a couple cycles back? However, you are more 
than free to pull rank on your brother here, as 
he is a corporal,” Calvin replied, chuckling. 

“Aw man, you guys ain’t nice!” Will muttered, 
ducking a tossed bolt from Calvin. 

“And as for the challenge, | know | can take 
you and Will both!” Calvin said, smiling. 

kK*K* 

“Ice land training match begin in 
3...2...1. Begin,” the computer voice called 
softly through the neural links. 

“Hmmm. Where should | go first?” Calvin 
wondered. “And why is it the ice land?” 


“Cal? Cal? | know you can hear me, 
man. And no, Kilrae can’t. Even | can think 
that far ahead. Answer!” Will whispered into 
his mic. “All | want you to tell me is where 
the rocket launcher is. That’s all | need. And 
| swear, | won’t use it against you, just my 
brother. Don’t forget, he’s the one who 
dragged you into this, when you could be 
spending this time with Myra!” 

“I’m standing where it’s supposed to be, Will, 
though that is a good point about Myra,” Calvin 
thought for a moment. “All right, I’ll do my 
best to help you, but—” 

“But what?” A long moment passed. “This 
isn’t good for my chances of surviving, is it?” 


(continued on page 24) 
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William set off by himself, constantly 
readjusting his sweaty grip on his standard- 
issue pistol. He used the shadows as much 
as he could, slowly making his way towards 
the center of the virtual map, where a stone 
building was. He was hoping that he could 
find a weapon that would enable him to take 
out his brother from a distance, such as the 
snipe rifle he had picked up the last match 
with Calvin. Unnoticed to him, he was being 
followed, by a person even stealthier than 
himself. 

After several long minutes, he finally made 
it to the building and slowly inched his way to 
the large center room. It was empty. 

“Finally, a bit of 
luck,” Will muttered to 


little brother!” 

That’s right, keep talking. Just a little longer, you 
dumb ape! After what seemed like an age, Will 
finally managed to come fully awake. 

When his virtual eyes came into focus, he 
immediately took the situation in. Kilrae was 
standing over the inert bodies of Will and 
Calvin, laughing, with the rocket launcher 
resting on his shoulder, obviously believing 
both his opponents were out for the count. Will 
came up fast, slugging his brother across the 
jaw and forcing him to drop the launcher. Kilrae 
shouted in anger and surprise as he dropped 
back on one knee. Will didn’t let up and tackled 
Kilrae, slamming his head into the stone floor. 

Kilrae, knowing he had no chance against the 

fury of his brother, 
and recognizing the 


. . helplessness of his 
himself. Unnoticed to him, he position, quickly 
faite MEL be Fol Aah gave up, consciously 

Jal: 2 Was DeINn o1l1owe disconnecting his 
Will, get down! g ney neural link from the 


came a shout, and 


even as Will started to a person even stealth- computer. 


drop to the ground, the “Training 
a ie i i match complete. 
figure grabbed him and ier than himself. Winnee ai nee : 
all but threw him out of ei a. Mie 
the room. 
As he went, Will voice resounded 


recognized Calvin as his apparent assailant. He 
was confused until Calvin followed him, but 
much faster than possible for a human to 
jump. An explosion propelled him! Will thought. 

The source of the explosion came clear as 
Kilrae jumped down from his vantage point 
near the top of the big room, hefting the same 
rocket launcher Will had been looking for not 
fifteen minutes before. 

Not good. Will thought, right before Calvin 
collided with him, and then Will began to fade 
out. NO! I won't go unconscious! I won't lose 
again! Especially not to my older brother! 

Somehow, Will managed to keep his virtual 
self together and in the match. He heard his 
brother somewhere far off, and used that to 
focus and bring himself to full alert. 

“Well, that was easy! | didn’t think even you 
knuckleheads would fall for such a trick! Or at 
least, | didn’t expect Cal to try and save you, 


throughout the dead silence of the computer 
room. 
KKK 

“Wow, Will, | didn’t know you were such 
a fierce close-combat fighter!” Calvin said 
excitedly. 

Will glanced over at his brother, sitting 
in apparent shock. “You didn’t? Forget 
you! Forget Kilrae, too! | didn’t know | was such 
a fierce close-combat fighter! And Kilrae, don’t 
feel bad, just think of it like a lesson, like all 
those little lessons you taught me. Or, if I’m 
in a bad mood, think of it as the beginning of 
revenge!” 

Calvin coughed nervously and looked down. 

“What?” Will asked. 

“Hah, well, you see, Will, speaking of 
lessons...” 
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Gray skies 

A screen door slams 
Pounding footsteps 

Quickening breaths 


Thunder rumbles an, 
The green grass sways coms 
A bird cries overhead 

The screen door latches again 


The sun breaks through 
The hole in the sky is made 
Light spills in shafts 

Over the field 


The woman laying 

In the field 

Her head in a box 

Her red dress tattered 
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The tree branches sway 
The sunlight lights them up 
Leaves rustling 

Running pounding footsteps 


Gray skies 

The screen door slams 
The woman in the box 
Her tattered red dress 
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High School Poem 


Melissa Richeson 


It wouldn’t be high school... : 
Without the emotional upheaval of drama 
the enormous projects due all too soon” 
the excitement and bustle of after school activities 
the examples of all kinds of “maturity” running around 
Without the embarrassing times we find ourselves in 
the eccentric teachers that drive you insane 
the enticing smell. of an uncooked lunch 
the exhilarating pull of a crush 
Without the extra credit to fix some grade issues 
the exceptional person you were surprised to discover 
the estrangement of cliques 
the experience of a peculiarly themed dance 
Without the extensive use of the PA system 
the empty moments you find yourself alone 
the excuses that fall out of people’s mouths 
the excessive supervision from an administrator 
Without the embrace of challenges you have to face 
the express written consent of your parent/guardian 
the engrossing cheers from the cheerleaders 
the enchanting person who tries to make your life miserable 
Without the extremely appalling moments you don’t find funny 
the expensive costs of being a teenager 
the extraordinary friends that get you through the days 
the entertaining lines that we reminisce about. 
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| walked away from the tent and realized | 
was Standing in a fantastically beautiful place. 
The snow was falling thick and gently on my 
eyelashes, and though it was cold | could see 
it far and wide only as a warm covering for 
the sleeping ground. There were dozens of 
people surrounding me but as | looked up the 
hill | heard only the wind moving the branches 
above my head and saw only the gray sky 
with swirls like magic and wished that it could 
be my only reality; that | could just be a part 
of this natural beauty forever and forget the 
harsh world that was so new to me but that | 
had no choice but to return to. | wished | could 
forget the past two weeks and all that | had 
to remember too soon. As | turned away from 
the wind | left my innocence, buried along with 
the many bodies that occupied Lindenwood 
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Cemetery, including my cousin, Jon. 

Oh it was such a long day, full of speeches, 
memories, pictures, uniforms, tradition and 
tears. We arrived at the church and after a 
while the doors opened and with a sweeping 
chill of people filed in. | just stood around and 
watched and smiled when someone gave me 
a hug. If | spoke | would have started crying. 
Again. | had been dealing with this for two 
weeks and of all the places | didn’t want to be 
in the whole world, it was there in that clean, 
dimly lit church. | was tired of seeing those 
who | thought strongest weep and | didn’t want 
to admit again that the guy who | referred to 
throughout my life as my “nice brother” would 
no longer be around when | needed to talk or 
to challenge me on the dumbest facts in life. 
It was the first time death had been real in my 
eyes and | didn’t want to face it head on. 

Finally | went and sat down. A slideshow | 
put together was playing and | couldn’t keep 
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my eyes off of it. | had watched it what felt 
like a thousand times but each time | did it 
brought back another memory. The colors 
of the photographs, some old and some not 
so much, swirled together as the tears came. 
They came hard and fast and as much as | 
tried to fight it they flowed mercilessly. | 
could taste them salty on my lips as | tried 
to wipe them away. It was no use. My vision 
was blinded and my face was soaked as | 
remembered the life of the craziest guy | knew. 
| remembered that 4" of July just a couple 
months ago where he and his best friend beat 
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each other up with light sabers from Wal-Mart 
and how | thought they were some pretty 
dumb guys for willingly bruising themselves 
for such an activity, even though it made 
everyone laugh hysterically. 

| remembered the thanksgiving with his head 
on a pillow in my lap as we annoyed those who 
were trying to watch football by talking loudly 
the year before in the family room that was 
packed so full you could feel the heat change 
as you stepped out of the room. It was so 
crowded no one could sit without touching 
someone else and | thought to myself, “this is 
one of those moments you have to remember 
forever because sometime these people wont 
be around anymore,” but | wasn’t thinking 
that it would be him! He had already been to 
Iraq and come home! It wasn’t 
his place to die... that was the 
job of other nameless, faceless 
heroes of America. He was 
protected, he was special and he 
was supposed to be there when | 
was forty so we could sit around 
and bicker like our mothers did 
about anything or nothing at all! 

| remembered those hot 
summer days where everyone 
showed up again to the central 
location that was grandma’s 
house and as the sun made 
skin burn he would continually 
catch me and throw me into 
the reflective blue water that 
| had swim in throughout my 
childhood. | would fight till | was 
bone tired knowing | could never 
win against a trained military 
man but would make sure | didn’t 
go down without a fight. Then, 
as he victoriously lifted his arms 
in victory at the crowd watching 
us | would push him in and as 
the water splashed behind me, | 
ran inside to finally take a break, 
knowing that when | went back 
outside there was going to be a 
price to pay. 


(story continued on page 30) 
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| remembered the smiles he used to give 
to get out of trouble with the females of the 
family. | remember the charm he used to 
keep people from getting angry at his random 
pranks. | remembered the last time | gave him 
a hug, the last time | said goodbye and the 
last time he gave me that smirk that rolled his 
personality all up in a ball that was Jon. 

And | remember thinking as | sat through a 
song that | never heard, a sermon | didn’t care 
about and speeches that meant nothing to me 
that the only words that would prove impactful 
were the words of the one everyone was 
talking about. In his goodbye letter Jon wrote 
that he had “...lived until this life wouldn’t 
let him live anymore,” and that “...it is God’s 
greatest gift that we can see our choices 
through to the end.” He had lived that life and 
even if | hated it to the point where | thought 
my heart would burst | couldn’t be mad at 
him. | respected him for his challenges and 


his greatest one had not come with in life, but 
rather the way he died. He had done what it 
seems everyone lives to do but few accomplish’ 
it. He had and wanted everyone else to “... 
suck the marrow of life from the bone.” 

So as | left my innocence at my hero’s grave 
| had to give a small smile. | couldn’t imagine 
him lying still in the cold ground though | knew 
it was truth. So even now, just a few weeks 
away from the one-year mark of his death, | 
remember him in the sun standing tall believing. 
himself invincible. Most all of the hero’s 
remembered throughout history died young. 

My Jonno is no different. Though his face is 
fading away the memories still swirl around my 
head as the sky did that day. As | approached 
the car | knew that dwelling in sadness or 
holding onto anger would accomplish nothing 
for his memory. Instead | 7 
vowed to suck the marrow of The Edge 
life from the bone. Sam Dangler 
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Feel the music around you 

Feel the rhythm inside your heart 

Let the beat of your heart 

And the beat of the music meld 

Together into one single harmonizing tone 


Let the melody into your soul, 

Let ’em mix and match until they become one, 
People talk about the language of the body 
Well, this is the language of the soul 


Your heart is the rhythm 
The beat constantly at work 
And trying to free itself 


Your soul is the melody 

Always working in time with your heart 
And trying to free itself from its 
Eternal prison 
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Your every feeling and every thought 
Become the words 
Of your internal song 


You keep this beautiful, lovely song 
To yourself but, it needs to be freed 
It needs to be set free 


Let it go 
Free yourself and all 
Your entity 


This beautiful song 

Started the day you were conceived 

And will end the moment your heart stops 
beating 

And your soul stops shining 


It’s been tuned and changed 


But it’s still just as beautiful as ever, 
Your inner music 
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